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	Overt

_A/N: HOLY GUACAMOLE I WROTE SLASH_

_* cough * Well. Um. Yeah._

_Alternate title: OH MY GOD AM I ACTUALLY DOING THIS_

_. _

_I have never done this before, oh my God, help. And please don't judge._

_._

_Warnings: Mild language, maybe? Suggestiveness, and drunken shenanigans. Pertaining to the drunk shenanigans: I blame any and all OOC-ness on such inebriation._

_._

_Disclaimer: If I owned this movie, the world would have gotten the gay romance it deserved. As we were left to ponder and dissect ambiguously, you can deduce that Dreamworks, and not I, own it. _

_._

**_In case you _somehow_ missed it: implied slash __(which means, newsflash, two men in a romantic relationship)__, and possible implications of future polyamatory. Don't like it...whoo, are you in the wrong fandom._**

_**.**_

_Um, usually this is where I say "enjoy," but I am freakishly insecure about this and know not even as I type this if I will actually muster the courage to post it. _

* * *

><p>Chel hadn't been quite sure what to expect when she peeked through the curtain at the "gods," but this certainly hadn't been on her list of possible scenarios.<p>

Well, this was problematic.

.*.*.*.*.*.

It was almost laughable how easily the citizens of El Dorado accepted that the new gods were- well, godly. Chel found the very idea to be ridiculous. Of course, she had the advantage of an "insider's view," so to speak, but it seemed to her that it should be fairly obvious to any who set eyes on the pair. For one, the gods were generally described as vengeful and savage; these two were neither. Frankly, they were actually rather silly.

She's fairly certain the gods would have better alcohol tolerance, at the very least.

Perhaps she should have given them some forewarning about the drinks. Maybe then they wouldn't be bumbling around like the drunken fools they were.

As it was, she pressed a hand over her mouth to suppress a giggle as she watched the two men totter around, arms wound around each others' shoulders, weaving and waving their arms as they sang a song of some kind, the words slurred beyond recognition. The party swirled on around them, the citizens either too drunk themselves or too respectful to openly goggle at the state the 'gods' had found themselves in. Well, everyone except the Chief, who was shooting amused glances in their direction now and then. Chel wondered for a moment if maybe Tannabok had guessed, or at least had an inkling of what was really going on here, but she was quickly sidetracked as a heavy arm was flung around her shoulders.

Startled, she glanced up to find herself face to face with- the one with the yellow hair, what was his name? Miguel? Yes, that was it. On his other side was the one with the dark hair- Julio? No, that wasn't it. Whatever his name was, he was clinging to Miguel like a vine, and vice versa. She was fairly certain that they would fall over if they let go. They were probably the only things holding each other up at this point.

"Hey," Miguel slurred, his hot breath blowing into her face, the smell of wine diffusing the air between them. She wrinkled her nose and leaned back a bit.

"Yes?" she prompted, as he seemed to think for a moment.

"Si, si, right," Miguel nodded drowsily, shuffling a bit closer, narrowing the distance between them until their shoulders were flush. His friend stumbled along after, bumping into Miguel and jostling all three of them. For some reason he seemed to find this extraordinarily funny, as he burst into a peal of silent chuckles.

Pfft. Men.

Miguel grinned, looking back at him as he shook with the force of his laughter. After a moment, (?)ulio seemed to collect himself long enough to breathe out, "Go on, ask her."

This seemed to remind Miguel of her presence (and wasn't that disconcerting? She wasn't used to men forgetting she was there, especially when she was squeezed up against their side and their hand was drifting dangerously close to her chest) and he turned back in her direction, hair swaying and falling into his eyes, face lit as though he had come to some grand epiphany. "Right, right. So," he leaned in even closer, grin stretching across his face. He looked her up and down once.

"So where _were _you keeping those dice?"

Caught off guard, Chel reacted instinctively, scoffing and jerking out from under his arm. Unfortunately, the sudden lack of support caused the two to go tumbling to the ground in a heap, limbs tangled.

Everything whirled to a stop, the crowd growing quiet as they waited with bated breath. Chel was not particularly concerned, still floating somewhere between surprise and indignation. And besides, they were too drunk to stand. It was highly unlikely they were going to call down some unholy reckoning, even if they _had_ been gods.

After a few tense moments, Miguel rolled over onto his back, staring up at the sky, dazed. His partner- Tulio, yes that was it- sprawled across the ground, arms and legs flung this way and that. Chel wondered for a moment if he had passed out.

Then:

Miguel suddenly burst into riotous laughter, shoulders shaking, body convulsing as he cackled. Tulio turned his head in his direction, still flat out on the ground (so he hadn't passed out, then) and grinned as though this was just the most hilarious thing he had ever seen.

There was a collective sigh of relief as the crowd relaxed, a few tentative laughs joining in.

Miguel's laughter eventually trailed off, and he ran a hand over his face. A few stray giggles punched their way out as he clumsily sat up and said, "I think it's time for the gods to call it a night. Come on, Tulio," he said, thumping the other man on the back with his hand.

Around them, the citizens visibly relaxed and the festivities kicked up again.

"I like this plan," Tulio mumbled, but made no move to stand.

Miguel rolled his eyes (or tried to; he ended up just tossing his head about like he was trying to ward off flies) and grabbed Tulio by the arm, pulling him up into a sitting position.

Several drunken tumbles later, they were on their feet, stumbling in the general direction of the stairs. They paused at the foot of them, craning their necks back to view the temple.

"I like the plan less now," Tulio muttered. "We are going to fall. And break our necks."

Miguel waved off his concern with a flapping hand. "You worry too much."

Chel watched as they began climbing the stairs, arms wound around one another for support.

There was something odd about those two.

Besides their astonishingly low tolerance for alcohol.

.*.*.*.*.*.

Later, Chel crept up to the temple, padding on silent feet towards the…carrier...thingy...the gods slept in. Well, they were supposed to, anyway. Knowing those two, she wouldn't be surprised if they had collapsed on the floor somewhere.

However, as she had yet to encounter any unconscious con-men, she figured she might as well give them the benefit of the doubt.

Sure enough, as she approached, she could hear the sound of faint snoring. She came within reach of the...thingy… (did it have a technical name? If so, no one had ever told her) and reached out a hand to touch the curtain. She went to pull it aside, but paused.

Why was she doing this? To satisfy her curiosity, perhaps. There was something about these men that she couldn't quite put her finger on. And that bothered her, immensely. Especially since she intended to make sure she got out of this city, no matter what it took, or who she had to woo. So, espionage. With that, she straightened her back, and quietly shifted the curtain to the side to reveal the men inside.

Oh.

_Oh. _

Well, this was problematic. Especially on the grounds of winning one of them over.

The men had somehow managed to wrestle themselves back into their regular clothes before collapsing, which was a surprise. She hadn't thought they possessed the clarity of mind or the motor control to perform such a feat tonight.

However, their clothes were really the least of her concerns at the moment.

Tulio and Miguel were sleeping like the dead, breaths slow and even as they lay on their sides, facing one another. Their legs were tangled together, knees hooked and thighs flush. Tulio's right arm was flung over Miguel's back, palm resting between his shoulder blades, the other folded somewhere under his body in such a way that it would most definitely be sore in the morning. Miguel's left arm was draped over Tulio's waist, fingers splayed across the small of his back. The other arm was bent, pillowing his head. Tulio's head was resting on the point of Miguel's elbow, his hair working its way out of its bindings and flying around everywhere.

Their foreheads were pressed together, faces tilted so that their noses were brushing and their breath mingled.

Well. This changed things a bit.

Absurdly, Chel felt a giggle start to rise in her throat, and she stifled it with a palm.

Tzekel-Kan would have a conniption _fit _if he found out.

Well, she thought as she collected herself, this certainly threw a wrench into her plans.

No big deal. She had always liked a challenge.

With that thought, she let the curtain fall to obscure the contents once more, not looking forward to the inevitable moment sometime before the morn when she would have to come back and wrestle them apart (preferably without waking them up) before the priest had a chance to pop in.

Perhaps she wouldn't have to break up their _friendship _after all, she thought as she waltzed out of the room, glancing back to the carrier.

They were very strange men, as it turned out.

The plan just got a lot more interesting.

* * *

><p><em>AN: In regards to Chel: I respect her as a character, and any and all bashing was completely accidental. _

_I...actually posted this once before, but quickly grew convinced that it was pure and utter shit and took it down. After editing and a long waiting period in which it sat gathering dust on my flash drive, I am back. Maybe. Still don't know if I'll have the stones to post this._

_Also, first time with these characters and fandom. So be gentle, dears, please._

_._

_Constructive criticism is appreciated._

_Flames will be ignored, if not laughed at. Especially a flame in which the flamer bitches about the slash. You were warned, dumbass. With bolded print. _

_Thanks for reading._


End file.
